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£ VF E thar lately writ the Fall of Bagor, 
« Is a rigid Papiſt, or a Pagan. 
; m. A. But ovycr-ruling Providence, that muſt 
With humane Projcets play, as Wind with Duſt, 
From whoſe all-ſeeing Eye no Clandeſtine 
Plots or Conſpiracies, to undermine 
Prince, Church or State, there's none fo well can hide, 
The Pope himfelt with all his Pomp and Pride 
Muſt Truckle under it ; that mighty Power 5 
W1ll pull choſe down that now G highly Tower, 
And convert their now all ſweets to ſour. | 
Whar Joy, the nothing-underſtanding Rout, J 
What Laughing, what Rejoycing, how they four 
And keep a Jubiles now Waller's out? 
O ! How they mock, they ſcorn, and do deride 
That worthy Juſtice that's now laid aſide, 
The Prieſts do Daynce and skp like = Elves, 
And could for Jay ev'n half hang themſelves ; - 
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Our Copes, our Beads, our Books, ſays Father Rafe, | 
Yea, and our ſelves roo, now he's our, are fate ; 
We ſleep ſecure, and walk now where we pleaſe 
Since brave Sir Wilkianthad a Writ of Eaſe ;. 

Their Party's weakned, ours is much ſtronger, 
Our of Goury Pope looks ten years younger, 
And though he'ſcarce can crawl, ready to Jump, 
Ha, ha, quoth he, I ſee Knaves will be Trump : 
[le play my Game with theſe, and do not doubt 
Bur I ſhall brink this great Deſigngbout. 
[le Saddfe this dull Afs, and if Eget on, 
How I will Ride the reſty Jade Great-Brittarn ; 
The Peter-pence, that were my former Fees, 
Pardons for Sins, and all ſuch Cheats as theſe, 
They ſhall not ſerve their turn, I do divine, 
That all their Chimney-Money ſhall be mine, 
Ic was my former Right, and they ſhall know it, 
Their ancient Records do plainly ſhew nt. 
The Church-Lands too, that Harry, out of hate, 
Did from the See of Rome Alienate, 
Shall all be. mine, I fee the Game's my own, 
I've pack'd the:Cards, and well my Dice have thrown, 

The Lords who acted for me, now 1th' Tower, 

Think it no Priſonr's a pleafant Bowre. 

TheStage Erccted for to try them on, 

Is a fine thing; for Boys to Play upon 

At Hide and Seck, fince the great Rod's flung by 

We muſt beftir our Stumps, for if they Dye, 

One may diſcover what Cabal and I 

So long have Plotted, and perhaps. put by. 

Weyerein Danger once but found a Trick, - 


And took off Juſtice Godfry juſt ith'Nick, 
Whothoughtto have given us all amortal Kick. 
The Parliament ſtreight took the Quarrel up, 
And they made ſome to taſte the Bitter Cup 
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Of Martyrdom, tor Coleman and ſome more, 
I think in rtinber almoſt half a ſeote, 
Were hang'd at 7 ybr7 : Bur I was tlie Cauſe 
To dull ther &dge; ,and pur a ſtop to Laws 
They were a making ; and teoly'd rot 
Whether thoſ::Country Clowns ſhould Rulc, or 1. 
I lately ſet forme deſperate Ruftians on 
To murder Arnold, pity 'twas not done : 
But tis I date almoſt be bold to fircar, 
It will poſſeſs: the reft with fich a fear, 
Thar ſcarce one Juſtice chroughour all the Nation 
W1ll dare to feize; or take Examination 
Of any Prieſt that I ſhalf fend abroad ; 
The Coaft 18 cleat and open lies our Road. 
Their Ships of War though they arc numerous, 
Eaid all 1 Dock, fcarce one will oppoſe us ; 
Their, Sea-Port Towns, I muſt conftefs are. ttrong, 
I' know my Enmuiſſaries ere't be long, 
Will clear me of that doubt; though they have Guns 
They ſhall want Powder, fight no more than Nuns. 
There are but few that do" the, Latid' defend, 
Cut off therr Heads, and then'there'is an end 
Of thejr, Allegiance ; for ſtill wanr of Fay, 8 
With M-n of: Fortune, will bear all the Sway ;. 
When'thar's once done we'need' not doubt the day. 
Of the whole Alphabet I uſe only three Letters, 
A. B. C. that Charm ſhall bring in Fetters. 
Whe-ſoeon will Rock and cloſcly lay to ſleep 
Thoſe Argus-Eyes, whoſe Vigilance ſhould keep 
A Guard by Land, and well ſecure the Deep. 
By unfeen Arts when that 1s brought to nals 
Let no man call {ly Fontifex, an Afs. 
Bur now, Sir Pope, you do believe you're faxt, 
Rememover Alexander, Pope the fixt ; 
Who laid his Plot as cunningly as yours, 
And yet was bafled by O're-ruling Powers, - 
An 
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And Borgia his Son, who could not muſs, 

A Principality would ſure be his, 

As he did boaſt to the wiſe Florentine 

Both difappointed by a Glaſs of Wine. 

You do cry down the Nations ſureſt Friends, 
And blame all that dare oppo your Ends ; 

And makes your dayly buſineſs for to Ring 
The Funeral Knell of thoſe brought in the King, 
Bur on firm Baſis ſtill old England ſtands, 
Detying all your Heads and all your Hands. 

By generous Courage ſhe was ne're forſqok, 
When wiſer Focs her Ruine undettook. 

And now to make her Truckle can ye hope 

To felt-willd Fops, and an old Doting Pope? 
Andronicus, who moſt unfortunate, 

Murdered his Nephew thinking to Inftate 
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Himfelf i'th Throne, gain*d bur the Peoples hate ; 
And what was th' end of his great Pollicy ; 

Hung hy the Heels this Emperour did dye 

Upon a Gallows, when all that faw'c did cry, + -- 
He well dcferv'd that fad Cataſtrophy. 

You nee ſhall make us ſtoop to th' See of Rome, 
Wel 4p; our Laws,and Lands,and Heaven's Doom , 
Spight of your Arts and Plots ſhall furcly come. 
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